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Chapter | 


A raggy doll, soft in the middle, sat slumped against a wall. It's little feet stuck straight out before it, big, 
glass button eyes staring forlornly towards them. A child's plaything, lost and forgotten. 


wun 


For a brief moment all that could be heard was the quiet whirring of the camera. Moments like these were a 
rarity in interviews, a chance for the interviewee to catch his thoughts. The interviewee in question rarely, if 
ever, did such a thing, choosing to shoot his mouth off about every subject that was thrown his way. But 
today, he'd been stumped for an answer and the already nervous interviewer was beginning to feel the 


temperature rise. 


"Yeah." Dave was distracted, still mulling over what the woman sitting beside the camera had said. Eyes on the 
floor and a hand wound into the back of his hair, he tried to think of an answer that wouldn't sound ... gay. 
"Yeah, | loved Junior. Loved him with all my heart" With the answer forming, he finally looked up, the barest of 
smiles on his lips. "He was my best friend, y'know? Meant the world to each other in those lonely early days. 


Did right up ‘till the end. But now." 


The pain was still there, more mentally than financially seeing as it had been David who had had to meet the 
court costs. He'd never worked out what had changed the seemingly sweet natured man into a venomous snake. 
Sure, he'd lost everything when he'd broken up Megadeth back on ‘02 but he'd invited the bassist back. By 


then it wasn't about kinship and the music. The demon money had taken hold, the good ‘ole green eyed monster. 


"He was a fuckin' talentless hack," Dave suddenly spat, hands tensing in his lap. He could see himself in the lens 
of the camera, all narrowed eyes and sneering face. "| carried him every step of the fuckin’ way, showed him 
how it was all done. | gave him a job, gave him a band, took him with me. Without me, he'd have been back in 
Jackson within a month, working in the 1-Il. After that fuckin’ court case." He spat on the beautifully carpeted 
floor to empathise his point. "He's fuckin’ nothing to me. Nothing.” 


woun 


The toy, for, to the untrained eye that was all it was, was a forlorn piece of child's play, cleverly crafted to 
look like nothing more than a cartoonish humon. Its hair was crafted from straggly bits of wool, hanging over 
too-large eyes. Its clothes were made to look like those of a teenager; jeans and a baggy t-shirt and mock- 


distressed sneakers. For all anyone knew, it could have been a toy from a popular television show. 


wun 


He was fuming as the memories raged through him, red hot lava pulsing through his system as he ranted and 
raved. The camera, and the woman that came with it, had been forgotten; this needed to come out. Fuck if the 
world saw it! Fuck it if David saw it! David was nothing now. Nothing! A mere memory useful for nothing more 


than reminding him that not everyone in the world was nice. Not even him. 


"He never did anything useful for the band. | did everything for him. | wrote his music, | showed him how to 
play his bass lines. What? He's still telling you that he wrote the one for Peace Sells?" He snorted and tossed a 
handful of sun-fed hair over his shoulder. "Everyone knows | wrote that. Everyone. He's an asshole who would 
never have reached this level under his own steam. He needed someone to carry him and that someone was 


me. It always was. If it weren't for me, he'd still be playing bars!" 


A lump was forming in his throat and tears were threatening to choke him. "I loved him! Loved him more than 
men should love each other and, in return, he tried to ruin me. What kind of gratitude is that?" 


The woman, stunned into silence, was looking at him strangely. She probably never imagined she'd get this kind 
of scoop and was probably trying to add up all the cheques she'd receive. Ungrateful cow! She shouldn't be 
thinking of money, not when he was pouring out his very soul for her. No one knew about this. Not even David, 


the ungrateful little turncoat, knew how much Dave had held him dear. 


"Do you think a little runt like that would have ever had a friend like me, huh?" he demanded. "Of course not! | 
met one of his friends once. A long time ago. And they were both as bad as each other. Farm kids from the 
middle of nowhere. They knew diddly squat about making it in music. They thought they could just come to LA 


and it would all drop into their laps like that." He snapped his fingers, making the mesmerised woman jump. A 


wistful smile played on Dave's lips as he carried on staring at her. "Man, you should have seen their faces 
when | told them all about what I'd already done. They thought | was the Messiah. They all but grovelled at my 
feet." 


Once again, Dave's face fell and he sighed as he looked back to his hands. The pain was still there, still as raw 
as an open wound. Everyone had kicked him away, starting with his parents, then Metallica and now with Junior. 
The man he never thought would never leave him had done just that. Yes, he could have raised the stakes and 
offered him more money. But that would have amounted to nothing more than bribery. And why should he 
have to bribe the one he loved back into his life? Perhaps - and the thought tore through him, setting every 
nerve jangling with pain - perhaps Junior had never loved him? Perhaps it had all been a charade, used to get 
to what the bassist wanted the most: Money. It went a long way to healing a lot of problems but it couldn't 
buy the one thing Dave wanted. 


Still downcast, he reached into his pocket and pulled out his slim cell phone. Staring at the reflective case, he 
turned it over and over, lost, once more, to the outside world. Lying it flat in his hand, he unlocked it and 
scrolled through the phone book. As it came to rest on Junior's number, his finger hovered over the green call 


button. With a shake of his head, he let the phone drop to the bed before lifting his eyes once more to the 


woman. 


wun 


It had been an odd request but the company had been more than happy to fulfil it. Requests, no matter how 
strange, were money especially when they were as easy as this one. There had been a pile of photographs and 
specifications before the buyer had paid up and disappeared into oblivion They were a toy company, normally 
used to creating hundreds, if not thousands, of one toy. Yet this one had been a single order, a well paid single 


order at that. 


wvunu 


"Are you going to call him?" the woman's voice was strained, filled with nerves. 


Dave didn't look up from the floor, hair hiding his eyes as he shook his head. "No Why should 1? He screwed 


me every which way he could so l'm not going to grace him with my presence." 


The woman leaned forward, elbows resting on her knees. He shuddered as she studied him. "Yet previous 


interviews state that you have spoken to him, and even had dinner with him." 


Dave could feel his face reddening. "Yeah, I've called him but | refuse to any more. All he does is drag me 
down Its not a healthy relationship and | need to let go of it. | don't need someone like that in my life. l'm sure 


I've proved that numerous times now. | don't need him, and never have done. It just took me twenty years to 


throw off the little leech." 


wun 


Dave felt oddly empty and ill as he entered his hotel room. It was devoid of all life, a sterile room for him to 
spend the night, as lifeless as him. Dropping to the bed, he stared at the floor. He'd spent nigh on an hour 
ripping into David, tearing apart the man who had been there from the beginning. David had been everything to 
him and to not have him beside him left him feeling as if a part of him had died. He watched David get on with 
his life, putting out videos and books, talking to classes and promoting his various items. Dave wondered how 
much of it was to cover up his own loss. Did David even feel the same sense of loss that he did? Was that 
why he'd taken Dave to court, a divorce settlement more than anything? David had never spoken of how he 
felt for Dave, having slid from his bed in the nineties to go and get married. But was that David just hiding his 


true feelings? Dave suspected he'd never know. 


Lying back against the hard bed, he turned his head and smiled as he caught sight of something sitting on the 
bedside table. Reaching out, he pulled the raggedy toy towards him. Big glass almond shaped eyes stared at 
him. Yellowy blonde hair fell across the fabric face, the prominent nose just sticking through. Smiling sadly, 
Dave brushed the soft hair away from the toy's face. 


"I'm sorry, Junior," he whispered. "I didn't mean what | said. But you know that, right? You know I'd never stop 


loving you. Do you still love me?" 


The doll didn't reply, it's eyes unblinkingly looking at him, the smallest of smiles stitched forever on its face. 
Nodding, Dave pushed himself beneath the covers of the bed, tucking the small toy Junior in beside him. 
Wrapping himself around it, he once again became the child that few ever saw; scared, alone and with no-one 


to look after him. 


~~~ The End~~~ 


